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Social Anxiety 


The human walks into a bar. 
The human stops. 


A stranger looks at the human. 
The human grins, sheepishly. It's the polite thing to do. 


A million thoughts. "Do | walk over to them?" "What do | say to them?" "Do they like me?" "Should | look 
away?" "Will they hate me?" 

The human does not know. But the human knows what the human ought to do, and so the human ambles 
over. 


"Hi!" the human says to the stranger. 

The stranger probably responded, but it doesn't matter what they said. 

The human does not feel welcome. The human feels out of place and vulnerable. 

The human feels like at any moment they may explode. 

The human feels like their entire being may shatter out of existence. 

The human feels everything at the same time, and so the human decides to feel nothing. 


The human sits at the table with the stranger and the stranger's friends. The stranger and the stranger's 
friends resume the conversation they were having. The human waits for an opening, finding naught but 
dead-ends. 

The human wilts. Not like a flower, but like a person. The human disengages, pretending to make eye 
contact. The human looks in the general direction of the people at the table who are happy, and whoever is 
speaking at the moment. Slowly, the human's grin falters. The human fixes it when the human notices, but it 
just feels worse and worse. 


The human cannot leave without stated reason. That would be rude. The human would not want others to 
be rude to them, and so the human will not be rude to the stranger and the stranger's friends. It is for this 
same reason that the human continues to smile, even though it hurts. 

The human asks for water at the bar. Nobody would judge the human for drinking water. At least, they 
would not judge the human to an extent the human is not comfortable with. 

The human unconsciously plays a little game. Every time the stranger or the stranger's friends say or do 
something the human disagrees with or dislikes, the human takes a drink, saying nothing. 

The human knows this is what is happening. The human is more comfortable this way. It's painful comfort. 
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The human internally scorns the idea of talking to the other people. "You'd do nothing but make enemies 
and embarrass yourself. Plus, you don't know what to say. You'll probably make other people feel bad. It's 
better this way," rant the human's thoughts. 


Slowly, the conversation between the stranger and the stranger's friends lulls. The human is terrified. Now 
the stranger and the remaining friends of the stranger are more likely to look to the human for commentary. 


The human stopped listening long ago. The human could not meaningfully contribute now. Why didn't they 
invite the human into their conversation earlier? If the stranger and the stranger's friends wanted the 
human to participate, they shouldn't have ignored the human. That's on them. 


The human responds only when prompted, and does so monosyllabically. The human grins falsely. The 
human bides their time until the stranger's friends have left. 

The human continues to bide their time until even the stranger has left. 

The human is alone at the table, searching for the dredges of water left in their cup. (People do not go 
around offering you refills in this bar, and it would have been rude to leave and ask for one when the 
bartender was kind enough to provide the human with water in the first place.) 


The human has done it. The human is alone and at peace. The human has weathered the storm that was the 
stranger and the stranger's friends. 

The human is alone. 

The human is alone at the table. 

The human has the table all to themselves now. 

The human spreads their arms wide and immerses themselves in the space of the table. 

The human's face flickers a grin which is gone as quickly as it appeared. 

The human felt genuinely happy for a moment, but then realized that it was alone. 


"What happened to all the other people?" the human wonders. "Did | scare them off?" "Did they not like 
me?" "Do they hate me?" "Am | terrible?" "Am | unworthy of their recognition?" "Am | destined to be alone?" 


The human does not know. And yet, the human mourns, both incarcerated and incarcerator. A prison unto 
itself. 


Author's note: | have never been to a bar, so | apologize if this is in inaccurate representation of what can 
happen in a bar. | mostly used it to facilitate the opening play on the joke of many permutations. 
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